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CCLXII.

PARIS, Friday', June 12, 1863.
DEAR friend, I learn with great pleasure
your return to France. I hope that you will
be here next week and that I shall see you
before my departure, on the 2ist, for Fon-
tainebleau. You do not write of your
health. I suppose that, despite the bad
Papal cooking, you are in good condition.

CCLXIII.

PALACE OF FONTAINEBLEAU,

Thursday^ July 2, 1863.

DEAR friend, I would have liked to reply
sooner to your letter, which gave me great
pleasure, but one here has the time to do
nothing, and the days elapse with a prodi-
gious rapidity. The grand and principal
occupation is to sleep, eat and drink. I
succeed in eating and drinking, but not in
sleeping. There are a number of people
here, less official than usual. We walk at
times in the woods, after dining on the grass
like the milliners of the Rue Saint Denis,ot forget to see the
